Robin  Aboon; 

To  wliich  are  added, 
STEER  HER  UP  AND  HA'D  HER  GAWN. 

A  sup  of  good  Whisky. 

i,  HIGHLAND  LAD  MY  LOVE  WAS  BORN. 
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ROBIN  A'BO ON. 


My  name  is  R&bfn  A1)oonf 

my  age  is  tweoty  and  fcur, 
I  «iarned  last  midiummer  morn, 

for  the  sake  of  a  plentiful  store. 
My  wife  she's  decripped  and  tld, 

and  scarce  has  an  eye  for  to 
Biit  I  knew  she  had  plenty  of  gold, 

or  the     »l  should  have  hai  her  fcr  Sd*. 

Though  I  be  young  br^ny.  and  fat, 

and  Dolly  my  comical  bridd, 
Her  locks  arc  as  grey  as  a  iat» 

an^  her  nose  it  stands  all  on  one  ii^Q  z 
1  itroak^d  her  old  cheek  with  my  hand, 

in  a  few  words  we  soon  did  agree, 
My  wife  has  abundacc »  of  golJ, 

©r  the  d — !  shonld  have  had  her  tor  k^. 

Tfee  viry  firit  visit  I  paid, 

she  gave  me  a  delictte  ring, 
So  loviftgly  fts  we  did  agree, 

oh  1  ilea  she  btg^n     to  ikkg. 


Skc  prajr'd  for  my  prosp'rous  heallki 

id  lovingly  we  dii  agree, 
At  firit  she  showM  rae  her  wealth, 

•r  the  d — 1  fihould  hare  had  hei:  for  ottt* 

She  prom^sU  to  make  me  the  lord, 

of  every  penny  slie  had, 
So  lovingly  as  we  did  acco.  d, 

all  people  did  tnink  me  mad  ; 
B*t  the  end  of  my  fingers  diditcb, 

tohan  ile  the  gold  I  did  s^e, 
I  knew  very  well  she  was  rich, 

•r  the  d — 1  should  have  had  her  for  mc. 

Her  »tu raps  they  are  rotten  and  black, 

for  teeth  she  has  none  in  her  head, 
A nd  with  a  great  hump  on  her  back, 

•he  WAddled  away  to  be  weJ. 
I  laujjjht  at  die  comical  sight, 

to  thi  ik  ihut  ghe  wedded  must  be, 
For  if  that  she  had  not  been  rich, 

the  1^ — 1  should  h&ve  had  her  for  me. 

keep  both  my  hawks  and  hounis^ 
tad  ofi^en  a  huatfn|  I  go, 
S»»etJmes  upon  other  fo^ks  grounder 
^:ch  fi^young  canny  cr^o, 
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©f  which  I  am  wondrous  prouc?, 
«sy  wift)  to  the  same  did  sgree, 

IsiJ  if  liberty  wa&  not  allow'tl, 
the  d— 1  should  have  had  her  for  me* 

©ft-t?nae$  have  I  crossed  the  sets, 

where  thundering  canno5is  do  tear, 
But  now  I  live  at  ray  ease, 

drinking  humming  good  liquor  galore: 
rii  east  off  my  tarpauling  tags'" 

and  on  with  iome  clothes  that  nre  free, 
My  wife  had  abundance  of  bags, 

Of  the  d— i  should  have  had  her  for  me. 

Eer  husband  wiiaa  he  was  alive, 

he  Hv'd  upon  usury  then, 
He  mnde  it  his  tra -e  to  contrive, 

to  cheat  ani  defraud  honest  men  ; 
Eat'  now  he  is  laid  in  the  dust, 

aad  I'm  her  youag  4ra^^b  nd  to  be, 
She  showM  me  her  riches  at  first, 

&t  the  d- — 1  shi  uld  have  had  her  fit  me. 

#Id  vi^lyes  Jove  men  that  are  you^'^g; 

young  men  love  rroiiey  likewise* 
€curt  them  wi.h  a  flattering  tongue, 

ani  soen  they'll  suneoder  ihe  pr',^  ; 


Si*v€<»  It  has  been  my  prosperous  lot, 

t  wish  her  no  aore  of  iU, 
I  feave  got  all  the  money  she  had* 

Jet  her  die  now  as  soon  a3  a; he  wiii. 

TEER  HER  UP  AND  HA*D  HER  GlW^Sv 

)  fetecr  her  up  and  ha'd  her  gaw'n» 

,het  miihcr*s  at  the  mill,  jo  ; 
^Ut  gin  she  winna  tsk  a  mnn, 

e^€a  hir  les;  tak  1%  wiii,  jo. 

tbee,  !ad  leave  siily  thinkifig* 
cast  thy  carts  of  love  a*vay  : 
€t  our  sorrows  drown  in  drioking, 
\h  dlfFin'  larger  to  de-ay ; 

ec  that  shining"  glass  of  claret, 

how  icvitirgly  it  looks  ; 
ak  it  aff  and  lef's  hae  mair  o^t» 

pox'  on  fighJ^g,  trade,  and  booki?.  ;t 

ha'e  pleasure  wfJIe  we**re  able, 
bri  g  us  iivthe  meikle  bowl, 
\c>'t  on  the  middle  of  the  table, 
and  let  wind  aaid  weather  gowl. 
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Ca  1  the  drawer,  let  him  fill  it 
fou,  as  ever  it  can  hold  : 

9  tak  tent  ye  dinna  spill  it^ 
'tis  miir  precious  far  than  gold. 

My  you^ve  druak  a  dozm  btimpers, 
Bacebus  wfil  begin  to  prove 

Spite  lif  Venus  and  her  mui^  p?r», 
firiBking  better  is  than  love. 


A  SUP  OF  GOOD  WHISKY. 

A  sup  of  good  whisky  wilF  make  you  gla<?. 
Too  much  of  the  creatu'^e  will  make  you  mad; 
If  you  tike  in  reason  Uwill  make  you  whe  ; 
if  jou  drink  to  excess  it  will  c  ose  up  your  cy. 
Yet  Father  and  Mother, 
And  Siiter  and  Brother, 
They  all  love  a  sup  in  their  turn. 

Some  preachers  will  tell  you  to  drink  is  bat? 

1  ttiik  60  too  if  there's  ftone  t  j      had  ^ 

The  SwadJer  will  bid  you  drink  none  at  all ; 
Bat  while  I  em  get  it  a  fig  for  them  all ; 
Both  L:ij  man  and  Brother, 
In  spite  of  this  pother^ 
Will  take  a  sup  ia  itieir  turn. 


7 


vome  Doctors  will  tell  you  'twill  spoil  your  healtk 
d  justice  will  say  'twill  reduce  your  wealth : 
j^si^ians  and  Lawvers  wiJl  all  i^ree, 
len  your  money^s  »11  gon^,  they  cm  get  ro  fi^e,; 

Y«it  ^urgeon  J)octor, 

And  Lawyer  and  P  octor, 
tVill  all  take  a  sup  ia  thtir  turn. 

Phe  Turks  who  ar  ivei  f^om  ths  p^rt  sabliaie, 
icy  to  d  us  that  diinking  was  held  a  great  crimt ; 
t  after  their  dinner  away  they  slank, 
id  tipple  their  wine  till  they  got  quite  draak; 

The  SuUsn  and  Crcmmet, 

Ani  even  iVfahonaet, 
they  all  take  a  sup  in  their  turn. 

The  Quakers  will  bid  you  from  drink  absiaia, 
I  yea,  and  by  nay  ^tis  a  fiault  in  the  vain  ; 
t  soma  of  the  Broadbrims  will  get  to  tho  ati^ff, 
id  tipple  away  till  they've  tippled  enough ; 

For  Stiff  rump  and  Steady, 

And  Jsolomo  *'*  Lady, 
Would  all  take  a  snp  in  their  turn. 

riie  Germans  will  say  they  drink  the  m»$t| 
le  French  and  (tali&ns  will  alsD  baast ; 
|»erma^i  tne  country  for  all  their  noise, 
ir  generous  drinking  and  hearty  boys  ; 

Where  each  jovial  fellow, 

Will  duAk  till  he*s  mellow, 
A&d  take  i  ff  kis  glass  in  his  tura. 
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4  BIG^-^LANL>LADMYLOVE  WaSBOR.S?. 

^  Highland  lad  my  love  was  borj), 
Tbc  Lowland  lawa  be  held  in  scorn, 
E  ii  he  still  was  faithful  to  his  clan, 
My  gallant  braw  Joha  Highlaadiaan. 

Sing  hey  my  braw  John  Highland naaa, 
$hg  ho  my  braW  John  HighUidmafi, 
There's  uot  a  laa  in  a*  the  clan. 
Can  matck  wi'  my  braw  Hii^blandtaam, 

With  h^s  bo  met  blue  and  tartan  plaid, 
And  good  eiaymore  down  by  his  side, 
The  iadies'  heart  he  did  trepan 
My  gallant  braw  Julia  Hi^hiaadman» 


